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despotic or dictatorial government would not last long because national
affairs would reach a complexity and magnitude that no single man
could handle. He said that we had to enlist able people from a wide
range. He used to say that one of the most effective and ideal ways to
do that was by parliamentary procedure. His idea was crude, but he
had the essence when we didn't understand."
Usually boring, Ito's long political speech interested Saionji this
morning.
"Now over twenty years after Kido's death I am trying to enter real
constitutional politics, as head of the Seiyukai Party. But Yamagata
opposes me." Ito smiled sardonically. Indicating that they should leave
the Four Sages7 Arbor, he asked: "Did you come here soon after the
formal announcement of the Seiyukai Party's organization?"
"Yes."
"Does anyone know about your summer cottage here?"
"Huh." Saionji looked at Ito and broke into a broad smile.
"Your brother, Tokudaiji?"
"No, guess once more,"
"Well, your favorite new geisha?"
"Genro Ito, you missed again."
Saionji wiped his smooth face with his handkerchief, and fixed his
eyes on Ito's. "His Imperial Highness, the Crown Prince."
"Oh!"
His cigar fell from his mouth, but was caught in mid-air.
"You don't mean to say that the Crown Prince visits your humble
summer house, do you? A visit by His Highness is a great honor."
"No, he didn't."
"Oh!" Ito was puzzled "I thought you said he did."
"No, I said he found out where I was. When he was at the Hayama
Summer Palace, his messenger came to say that he was in the vicinity
with Prince Arisugawa and wanted to call on me-"
"You don't say that you declined such a great honor, did you?"
"I did."
"You-" Ito stared at Saionji's changeless face.
"Well, let's not talk about it It's beyond me. I can't think any Nip-
ponese subject would act like that, refusing a lifetime privilege," Ito
grumbled.
Saionji was amused. "Huh, but you don't know the real circum-
stances, the size of my temporary quarters and its condition. There

